DEDICATION XXXI
In the Midst of All These Riches I Let My Mind Meditate
on Thee
1
Lord, in search of Thee Thy children have tried many ways. Some left their homes, their friends and relatives, and went away to
far distant high hills and lonely forests, there seating themselves
down in meditation on Thee. They thought   that was the way to find Thee, there in high hills
and lonely forests. Some, in the rainy season, when everything was cold and wet
around them, went into a river and stood in deep water, spending
long hours every day for months together, in meditation on Thee. They thought that was   the way to find Thee in deep waters.
Some, in summer, when everything was burning hot, in the midst of five fierce fires, stood  for days, weeks and months, and spent themselves in meditation on Thee.
They thought that was the way that Thou didst reveal Thyself to
Thy devotees, through the red tongues of burning flames in the language of living fire.
Some let their hair grow, some let their na Is grow, some had their heads clean shaven, some stood on one foot, some stood with one hand raised, some with both hands raised some squatted like immovable statues and remained there for long years; in many forms, positions and postures they spent their days in meditation on Thee.
Some denied themselves the common necessities of life, some lived on leaves of trees, some lived on roots and herbs, some lived on water, some starved for days together, some refused to seek rest on soft beds and slept on hard stones; in many other numberless ways they tortured themselves, thinking that Thou wouldst speak to them in the language of pain and suffering through their tortures.
But, Lord. I had no fondness for any of these ways by which Thy children thought    to find Thee.